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HOST AND GUEST. 
From the German. 

Mine host, I'm in a dreary trim : 
My ear-drums buzz, my blood beats fast ; 

For ah ! a maiden, fair and slim, 
O'er me her spell has cast. 

Scornful she turns her back on me ; 

Yet when her rosy lip I see. 

It draws and tempts me still. 
Fill up I Fill up 
The foaTning cup / 

Good wine will cure your ill I 

Good host, this, too, has wrought me woe, 

I marched afield with all the line. 
Unfaltering stood at thrust and blow, 

And yet no glory's mine. 

I lurk in corners like a lout, 

And see my sweetheart flirt and flout 
With starred and ribboned lords. 
Fill up I Fill up! 
The sparkling cup 
Outshines their stars and swords. 

Sweet host, one more thing you must hear : 

To books I've given but little heed ; 
The girls I've courted, far and near ; 

Have tippled, gamed, and spreed. 
I'm longing for the doctor's hat. 
But I'm too stupid, far, for that ; 
I ne'er shall reach the prize. 
Fill up I Fill up 
The brimming cup I 
Good wine makes boobies wise. 

What, host ! what, host ! why, hallo ! come ! 

I find no money in my fob ; 
I can't have lelt my purse at home. 

The dickens ! here's a job ! 
You've given me counsel, sound and clear. 
Now, dearest host, pray help me here ; 
You see I've not a soU. 

Drink out! Drink out! 

And homeward scout. 
There's no more help for you I — C. Carroll. 



TO CHAMOUNI AND BACK. 

GRACE HARKAWAY. 

It is always a question much mooted at Geneva, 
and especially at the Hotel de la Paix — 

" Shall we go to Chamouni to-morrow or not ? " 

You are so delightfully happy where you are ! 
" Oh, lovely Leman ! thy contrasted lake," etc., 
and then, if you step on the little steamer, have you 
not Chillon and the Beau Rivage, at Lausanne, 
the Hotel Byron, at your journey's end? Have 
you not the drive to the Baron Rothschild's villa, 
the excursions to Ferney, where you can re'construct 
a Voltaire, railing at humanity ? Have you not La 
• Nouvelle Heloise in your hand, and cannot you 
see the spot where Rousseau "breathed himself to 
life in Julie > " I know no spot where so many his- 
torical, poetical, romantic and literary reminiscences 
cluster as at Geneva ! It is so healthy, so pretty, and 
the jewelry is so amusing ! 

The hotel is excellent; the drive to the con- 
junction of the Rhone and Arve establishes your 
belief in your old geography, which you had doubted ; 
and, altogether, Geneva is a most enjoyable and 
agreeable spot — hard to leave. 

I think Geneva would win, did not Mont Blanc 
look in at the dining-room windows ; there he stands, 
the sublime old enchanter, rosy as hope at sunset, 
cold as despair by moonlight — grand and inscrutable, 
pulling on and on, until many a poor adventurous 
soul has fallen a victim, and lies bleeching his bones 
on the eternal snows. 

We decided that we would go to Chamouni, after 
consulting all the barometers and all the best judges 
of weather ; and, better than all others, we consulted 
that human barometer, our gouty courier, Luigi. 

He decided amiably that we could go ; so, having 
made his own bargain with the coachman, we started, 
in a pouring rain, for the immediate society of Mont 
Blanc. 

Our carriage was delightfully comfortable within ; 
Monsieur, wrapped in a Scotch plaid and in thought, 
was in onccorner. I, in aqui scutum, was in another, 
while Barbe, the French maid, sat before us, rather 
red in the nose, exacerbated in temper, not alto- 
gether lovely — for there was a " sentiment " between 
herself and Luigi, and he had proved unkind. 

We did not mind much that Luigi was taking the 
rain outside, for there was that about him which 
made his misfortunes not unpleasant to his best 
friends. 

So much comfort and reverie was not destined to 
last. We felt a sudden shock, heard a shrill scream. 



and were overwhelmed by the sickening conviction 
that we had run over some sentient living thing. 

I had hoped it was a dog, who could be instantly 
shot ; but it proved to be a poor little mendicant 
Swiss, crying out in French that his leg was broken. 
Luigi addressed him neatly in several languages ; in- 
formed him, grammatically, that he was an imposter, 
and tried to make him get up and go away. "They 
throw themselves under the carriages of you Ameri- 
cans," said Luigi ; " they are spoiled, these beggars." 

But we refused to compound with the poor boy, by 
giving him a franc and driving on, as Luigi wished ; 
so an old shawl was pulled out of its strap, and our 
young friend was wrapped in it, and was then de- 
posited by Barbe's side. 

Both France and Italy looked very much disgusted 
at all this fuss over a Swiss beggar. However, there 
was deadly determination in my eye. Couriers and 
maids are mortal and the "worm will turn at last." 

Luigi did not give in without a struggle. " Madame 
knows, perhaps, the laws of the Department de la 
Haute Savoie ; madame might make herself amena- 
ble to the laws." 

Luigi knew I was terribly afraid of law. 

This aroused monsieur, who generally allowed the 
fight to go on without him, being pusillanimous of 
trouble ; but when he did rouse up, monsieur was 
great ! 

" Nonsense, Luigi," said the brave monsieur, "pick 
up the child, and do as madame tells you ; — there, 
shut the carriage door ; now drive on to Sallenches ! " 

The boy was not, I grant you, a pleasing compan- 
ion, he cried very persistently ; nor was the sense of 
"hearing the only one oflFended. After awhile, con- 
vinced that his leg was not broken, and only per- 
haps bruised, he began to talk with Barbe, who drew 
out from him that he was the son of a poor woman 
at Chamouni, who begged, and sent her children to 
beg ; that " it was not always so." His father had 
been a guide, and had been lost on "the mountain ;" 
since then, he said, they had been very poor. He 
had left his mother at Geneva the day we found him, 
but she and his little sisters were coming to Cha- 
mouni to-morrow, to keep his father's f6te. His 
mother's name was Charlotte Vidal, and his name, 
Pierre Vidal. 

It seemed a very reasonable thing, therefore, to 
carry little Pierre on to the family gathering at 
Chamouni. 

A few francs to the woman of the Auberge, at 
Sallenches, procured for Monsieur Pierre Vidal a 
clean shirt, a bath (very much needed), and a suit of 
plain clothes. On an examination of the wounded 
limb, it showed a severe injury, but no break. 

The good woman also told me that she had seen 
Pierre before, and that his mother was a tramper and 
beggar of no very good repute ; however, that did 
not make me pity him the less. 

The boy, with washed face, combed hair, and limb 
bound up and at ease, became a much more agreeable 
traveling companion. He was thirteen, very small 
of his age, and a decidedly pretty boy for a Swiss. He 
seemed passionately attached to his mother and little 
sisters ; and, although taking his first ride in a car- 
riage, was evidently anxious to reach them, and to 
begin again his life of mendicant wandering. 

I have seen Mont Blanc many times since, but 
never so splendidly as on that afternoon. The rain 
cleared away, and, at a sudden turn in the road, we 
found the gloomy curtain of a cloud lifted, and a 
great white majestic presence peering over at us, 
from an impossible height. At this point, Mont 
Blanc actually seems to lean over into the valley. 
But there are two things which must be seen to be 
realized — one is a cathedral, the other is a snow 
mountain. Mont Blanc, at that moment, seemed to 
have a human expression — or, I had better say, a 
superhuman expression. 

Nor was he the only majesty we saw that day ; a 
neat traveling carriage passed us ; then another ; 
then another. In the first sat an unpretending gen- 
tleman and lady. * 

"The King and Queen of the Belgians," said Luigi, 
who was a traveling Almanac de Gotha. He knew 
we Americans liked to see high people as well as 
high mountains. 

We were splendidly lodged at Chamouni, over a 
raging torrent, vis h vis to Mont Blanc. I had read 
of these torrents rising in the night, and I asked 
monsieur some pertinent questions ; but he re-assured 
me, and told me I was safe till the next Spring, when 
the snow, in melting, might cause the torrent to com- 
mit some indiscretions. 



The next day, and the next, were devoted to the 
Mer de Glace, the Brevant and the Flegere. In fact, 
we were so deep in the dissipations of Chamouni, 
that we partly forgot Pierre, except to feed him, and 
to cause Luigi to inquire for Charlotte Vidal. She; 
did not appear on the appointed day, to Pierre's in- 
finite distress ; but we consoled him, as best we could, 
being conscious always of a beautiful disdain on the 
speaking countenance of Luigi, who was amazed and 
offended at all this trouble over a cause, to him, so 
infinitely unimportant. 

I asked my intelligent friend, the old Swiss guide, 
who walked by my chaise d, porteur, as I ascended 
the Brevant, about Charlotte Vidal. He corrobo- 
rated Pierre's story ; said the father's fate had ex- 
cited much compassion, but that she was a poor 
thing, had sold her little ch&let, and had gone to 
Geneva. " She begs, madame, and that no inhabit- 
ant of Chamouni, of the profession of guides, need 
do," said Andre, proudly. 

I told him my story about' Pierre, and asked him to 
advise me ; for, although I kept up appearances 
with Luigi and Barbe, I must say, Pierre began to be 
a thorn " in my peace of mind." 

When! came home, however, very tired from this ex- 
cursion, I was met with but a sorry account of Pierre. 
Barbe said she had locked him in while she took a 
short promenade "so necessary to her health " with 
Mr. Luigi ; and that, while she was gone, he had 
clambered out of the window (on the torrent side), 
had descended, spite of his lame leg, had got a piece 
of wood, and, true to his instincts, had been cutting 
and carving, as an American boy would have whit- 
tled. But he had helped himself to his tools from 
my dressing-case, and had broken two or three pretty 
little pearl-handled knives, which Barbe found upon 
him when. she returned. 

Barbe had anticipated the scolding she so richly 
deserved herself, by advancing a certain sum on ac- 
count to poor Pierre, who was howling fearfully. 

Pierre, however, with true instinct, deemed that my 
anger would be more easily appeased by submission 
than by defiance, came limping toward me, holding 
up a wooden chamois, with all his four legs very close 
together, wanting yet some touches to make him a 
spirited beast, but still a very pretty bit of carving, 
and presented me with this piece of art, begged me 
to accept it as a proof of his gratitude ; he said " he 
had made it because he loved me." 

I accepted the chamois, and the compliment. I 
looked a moment at my broken knives, and uttered a 
few common-places about the impropriety of touch- 
ing aught that did not belong to one — remark which, 
beautiful and true as it may be, did not reach the 
head or heart of my young Swiss friend. 

Pierre was very unhappy about his mother and 
sisters. Luxury did not smother his natural aflfection 
for them, and it was affecting to see him limp out on 
the little bridge, and question the villagers about 
them, daily and hourly. 

It became a serious question, now, whether I 
should leave the boy at Chamouni, or take him back 
to Geneva. My friend, Andre, told me, if I would 
leave him he would not let him starve ; but Pierre 
begged so hard to be taken back, that I consented. 

Barbe, woman-like, had begun to love that " which 
gave her trouble," and monsieur did not mind him 
much, so back he went, to Luigi's infinite disgust. 

I must say, however, that when I got back to the 
Hotel de la Paix, and heard the musical boxes, 
and the band, and sat down at '/dinner with the well- 
dressed Americans, I began to find my conduct 
Quixotic. One can do a good action in the teeth of 
Mont Blanc, and not be ashamed of it, but the con- 
ventionalities of a fashionable hotel make ^hings 
assume a proper shape. 

Charlotte Vidal resisted all efforts at being found. 
She and her little girls seemed to have entered that 
famous cavern, in or out of " Hamelin Town in 
Brunswick, by famous Hanover City," into which the 
Pied Piper led the children three hundred years ago. 

It was quite impossible to take Pierre with us, it 
was equally impossible to desert him. , 

But the relief came, as relief always does, from an 
unexpected quarter. 

We were to go out to see Baron Rothschild's villa 
on the lake — drive home and dine with an English 
friend, who was renting for the Summer one of those 
pretty villas near the city. What a view that is — over 
lake and valley, with Mont Blanc to crown it all. 
We wondered as we looked at the baron's flowers 
and turf, and palace and view, and vases, and princely 
luxury — if life, passed under such conditions, were 



